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Author's Notes: 

Crackfic one of my cousins challenged me to write back in November after | discovered a quote about Keith 
Moon on Tumblr. Some emotional life events led to a delay in progress halfway through, but currently, being 
on a hyperfixation with three different bands that were notorious for shenanigans in their early days, 
inspiration finally came back in time to post my first official fic solely featuring The Who! Long standing goal 
finally reached! 


The door to Pete's hotel room slowly crept open behind his back as Keith pushed it inward, free in motion 
from the deadbolt that had been thrown with the door out of place. 


Despite having the appearance of a mistake, said arrangement was as far from one as it could have been. 
Nights like these, in hotels that were in small towns far enough off the beaten path, where rogue, intruding 
fans were unlikely, Pete often left the door locked in the open position while he was awake, working to record 
on portable tape decks. Being able to leave a door ajar allowed him to turn up the volume on his headphones as 
loud as he pleased, rendering any phone or knock at the door inaudible -and left it possible for any of his band 
mates to reach him with ease in the event of an emergency. 


In theory, it worked great -and had come in handy a few times, most of which had involved Keith hurting 
himself during his destructive moments beyond what he could tend to on his own, once to the extent that he 
couldn't have turned the knob of a closed, but unlocked door. 


Tonight, Keith was using the free path in yet again, albeit for what could only have been close to an 


emergency in his mind. Using, and abusing it. 


He spied around the small gap he'd pushed the door open to, visualizing where Pete sat, facing away at an angle 
from the door -not actively staring it down, but in line just enough where his peripheral vision would catch 


any quick motion to enter. 


Sneaking in slowly was nothing more than a bonus game to Keith's scheme. He intended to get Pete's attention 
soon enough, but upon arriving at his cracked door, got the wild hair to see just how far he could possibly get 
by Pete's eagle eyes before he got caught. 


Three feet, it turned out. Barely past the bathroom door just inside the entrance, and that was further than 
Keith had hoped to get. A feat that prompted more excitement in his mind, rather than realization of the 


intense level of concentration he'd broken. 


Pete let the guitar fall parallel in his lap as he yanked his headphones off and swiveled the stool he sat on 


around to face the rest of the room. 
"Oh, fucking hell, Keith, where are you bleeding THIS time?" 


"'m NOT bleeding!" Keith was almost too chipper in the delivery of his correction, bouncing in place by rocking 
between his toes and heels. 


"Then what in bloody hell have you done to-?" Pete stopped short and eyed Keith's stance and how far apart 
his knees were with suspicion. "-PLEASE don't tell me you've impaled yourself with splinters in unlikely places 


again!" 


"Nope! | haven't done that either." Keith grinned impishly. "Though, | might later, if | don't have something very 
important, if | may ask for it” 


‘Keith.." Pete scolded, tone descending with scorn mixed with something that might have been considered 
defeat, if heard coming from any person other than Pete. It was a tone most people under more normal 
circumstances would have sooner used while dealing with a dog that had gone rooting through a rubbish bin - 
something that Pete had once suggested he wouldn't have put past Keith one one of the several prior 


occasions he'd scolded him the same way. 


"I ought to put you out without letting you say another word, let alone ask an entire fucking question, do you 
know that?" Raising his eyebrows, Pete shifted his expression to a deceptive smirk, expectantly fixing Keith's 
eager gaze with his own 


"However, since you're already here, and you've already interrupted, do tell me what's so important? l'm quite 


curious to know." 


| want to go to sleep with John" Keith sagged his shoulders and drooped eyelids, exaggerating the tiredness 
beneath his hyper demeanor. "Can you let me into his room or give me the key?" 


Keith's explanation was met with a double take of disgust, and something that wanted to be surprise, yet 
begrudgingly couldn't be. 


"You came in here for THAT? Are you joking me right now?" Pete shook his head. "The fucking hell, NO. You'd 
best forget it!" 


"But | can't get into his room on my own," Keith pouted. "It's locked, and he's asleep." 


"No. He's closed and locked his door for a reason, he hasn't chosen to answer, and if | would have granted you 
access to his room, | most certainly won't after you've barged into THIS room and interrupted without proper 
reason tol" Pete pointed to the still-ajar door of his room, leading back to the hallway. "Go back to your own 
room and sleep in your own bed!" 


"But Pete.." Keith drew out the monosyllabic name in a whine. "I CAN'T sleep. It's too quiet and empty in my 


room.” 


"And the only reason that comes close to being my problem is you attempting to make it that," Pete retorted. 
"Perhaps on another night, I'd let it, but not this one." 


‘Its only because he can't hear me," Keith tried bargaining. "You know how he sleeps sometimes. | know he'd let 


me in if he could hear the door." 
He knelt on the floor and sidled up to Pete, placing his chin on Pete's knee. 
"Please?" 


"Keefy, WATCH OUT. You are on thin fucking ice right now," warned Pete, gripping long, callused fingers around 
Keith's shoulders and pushing him back from the chair. "If it helps you to sleep, you can have a kip in my bed 
while | work -IF and ONLY if you stay night there and keep out of trouble while I'm busy. And MAYBE I'll think 
about joining you later, depending on how you behave. But | am NOT taking you down to John's room to let you 
in. That ship left the harbor before it ever reached my dock." 


"But | said ‘please'l" For the sake of exaggeration, Keith flopped backwards, as if Pete's restrained, warning push 
backward had been a forceful shove. 


"| don't care if you said please; | said NO! Go lie down on the bed if you want to stay here" Pete grabbed his 


headphones and began to reposition them on his head. 
‘I'd rather lie down on John's bed," Keith muttered petulantly, just before padded earpieces fully slid into place. 
Pete closed his eyes and inhaled deeply and noisily through his nose for emphasis. "LAST chance... 


With a huffy sigh, Keith hauled himself up from the floor to flop back down and sprawl out on Pete's bed, 
faking a couple of dramatic tosses and turns to see if they would sway Pete's reaction -which to Keith's 
disappointment, did nothing whatsoever, as Pete had already put his headphones back on. 


Failed attempts to garner pity turned into a full-on pout, laid on his side, which was almost enough to lull him 
off past his insomniac attack, until his eyes settled on Pete's suitcase beside the bed, and a gleaming, brass 


shape set on top of the contents. A key. 


Surely, Pete wouldn't leave his own key out in sight with an unsecured door, and it wasn't often he left any key 


out in plain sight, but maybe he'd set a less-valued, hotel spare aside on a night he was preoccupied enough. 


Slowly, after checking with a sidelong glance to see that Pete had placed his headphones back on, Keith rolled 
off the side of the bed, tumbling onto the floor with his knees poised to break it quietly. He began comparing 
the key to his own, noticing the difference in pattern of the teeth. 


"Is this the key for John's room?" Pleased with the lead he'd found, Keith sat up to intentionally break his 
cover, by popping his head up above the opposite side of the bed, back into view. 


"Excuse me?" 


Nobody in their right mind would have mistaken the softer, higher tone for a request to be pardoned. While 
Keith knew better than to be deceived by the pseudo-gentleness to Pete's voice, he pushed on to test the limit 
of that warning anyway, creeping up on his knees and leaning against Pete's bed. Purposefully, he lowered 
himself on his elbows against the edge in a way to make the springs give off a hair-raising squeak, triggering 


Pete to slowly strain his eyes into as far a sidelong glance as he could make, sneaking a look without turning 


his head. 


SMACK! Swiveling around in his chair and jumping up in one fell swoop, Pete clapped his hands together with 
enough force to leave them stinging blissfully for the next half hour, wordlessly saying everything he needed, 
and charged forward in Keith's direction 


However, Keith's fleeting look of horror at Pete's approach -a silent promise, rather than a threat to come 
over and unleash some form of punishment before his ousting from the room -quickly turned into a shit- 


eating grin as he turned around and sprinted down the hallway in springing, giddy strides. 


"You cant CATCH me!" 


"The fuckin’ hell, you'd BETTER run," hollered Pete in a tone threatening a delayed revenge, before closing his 
bedroom door once again. This time, he undid the deadbolt so that it fully clicked shut. One violation of the 
thrown-deadbolt policy for the night was one violation too many for the stage of writing he'd reached. 

Not that Keith was inclined to worry about that in the present moment. He still had a key that he'd picked up 
from Pete's room, which did not match his own. If it didn't get him into John's room, he would at least have 
one more chance to find a key that would. 

Which was exactly how he ended up letting himself into Roger's room just mere minutes later, entirely 
unbeknownst to the singer at first, as he was also asleep, and didn't even get so much as a knock if he would 
have heard it. 

"Roger!" 


Roger moaned quietly from where he lay on his bed, face down and buried in his pillow, leaving the view of his 


head okin to the image of a golden, tangled mop. 

"Wake up!" 

"Uhnn, Keef.. Whnddnyngnafickin. WANT?!" 

"| have a question! Keith climbed up on the foot of Roger's bed. "And a request!" 


"How did'ya even getin-? Never mind, | don't care to know.." Roger huffed a sigh, sitting up with a disgruntled, 
half-awake squint across his face, shielded by a few errant, staticky locks. "What IS it?" 


"Can | have your spare key to John's room?" Keith practically vibrated in anticipation of the answer. 
"You're fuckin’ kidding me, are you?" 

"Can | have it? He's asleep and can't hear the door." 

"No. Let him rest. Or go ask Pete." 

‘| did" 

"And you're here because he didn't let you have it, never mind why he let you have mine?" 

"He didn't. He left your out, so | took it" 


"IF HE told you no, then the answer is NO!" Roger flopped back down unceremoniously onto his pillow, grabbing 
the extra to throw over his head. "I'm not getting in trouble for going against him for that -of all things | 


might." 


"He doesn't have to know," insisted Keith, tone rising as he slid off the back of the bed and came around the 
side. 


"He will, however the fuck y'know he always does. No! 

"Please?" 

"No, Keith" 

"But Roger..." Keith crept up further along the side of the bed, closer and closer up alongside Roger's face. 
no 

"| only want to~" 


‘No." Curling knees up to his chest and sliding a leg out from beneath the comforter, Roger shoved his bare 


foot out and extended his knee to plant the ball of his foot into Keith's chest and propel him backward. 


The placement of the impact was painless, but strong enough that Keith lost his balance and sat down hard. 
With a dejected pout, he stayed there on the floor for a moment, before taking a look about the room, over 
the side table by the bed, and the stand beside the closet, searching for where Roger had laid down items he 
would typically stash in his pockets. 


Keith had only just found the two keys in the pile, and was trying to examine the teeth to find which one 


differed from Roger's spare, when Roger became alert enough to realize just what Keith was rooting through. 


‘I'm gonna come over there and fuck you up," he threatened, climbing up from his bed and rushing toward 
Keith. "Get out of me room!" 


Keyless, but nevertheless snickering at Roger's reaction and sleep-mussed appearance as he ran after, Keith 
sprang up from the floor and sprinted back out in the hall. He heard the distinctive clicks of Roger not only 
ensuring the door was locked back up, but also throwing the latch, making any spare key to the room that 
Keith could have gotten ahold of useless for any future ventures of finding a spare key to John’s room in 


there. 


The brief pout upon realizing he'd been banished only lasted mere seconds, as Keith realized he still did have 


access to the bus parked outside, and all of the road crew's tools. 


It seemed his planned destruction was just going to have to start a night early. 


John flinched awake at the sensation of one side of the bed dipping down with a sudden jolt. He lifted his head 
to the side, squinting eyes and stammering semi-coherently with drowsiness, only able to recognize the sleep- 


blurred outline of the figure at his side by sheer familiarity. 
"K-Keith! What're y'doin-mmfl" 


Any further questions he could have attempted to produce were silenced as Keith all but pounced on top of 
him in a rib-crushing hug, which he held as he wriggled his legs beneath the discombobulated covers. 


"Finally! Bloody took long enough to get in here," declared Keith, letting out a contented sigh and placing his 
cheek on John's chest. 


With a deep inhale, followed by a sigh, John rolled as far over as he could within Keith's grasp, and reached an 
arm out to turn on the nightstand lamp. Though bright when in his eyes after just being woken up, it was 
quite dim for its intended function, and wobbly enough that simply pushing the tab switch at the base of the 
light socket nearly tipped it over. Truly a rickety fixture of the hotel that had seen better days. 


Keith would undoubtedly smash that lamp before they left, along with whatever else he had on his hit list for 
these particular rooms. John thought to himself with a touch of amusement that this once, it probably 
wouldn't so much be speeding up the path to the lamp's eventual replacement as putting it out of its misery. 


The thought of destruction made him suddenly aware of an interruption to the wooden paneling of the wall 
across the room from the bed in the corner of his eye, prompting a straight-on glance to reveal a jagged, 
irregular hole in the wall, just large enough for Keith to have squeezed himself through, and one of the road 
crew's drills on the floor just through it. 

Keith... Did you break through the wall to get in here?" 

"You couldn't hear me knock And Roger ‘n Pete wouldn't give me the spare key!" 

"Keefy.." John sighed, tone a near impossible mix of exasperation and endearment as he realized he couldn't 
bring himself to make much fuss over the wall. Surely, Keith had done far more destructive things in hotels, 
and very likely, more daring things before he'd reached his present location. 


"You went into Pete's room while he was working, and dared to wake Roger up?" 


"How'd you know what BOTH of them were doing? | couldn't sleep, and | only wanted to come in here for a nap. | 


tried to be good and not break inl" Keith insisted. "They're the ones who wouldn't listen!" 


"And I'm sure both of them are going to be in fantastic moods tomorrow.’ John shook his head and rolled back 
onto his side, stretching an arm out to stroke Keith's hair in an attempt to subdue him. 


"Well, now that you're already in here, you stay here and get some sleep like you said you wanted to... alright?" 


The only response John got was a soft snore, prompting a sleepy chuckle as he reached over to turn off the 
lamp for what would be the last time, before it would meet its end by Keith in some odd hours. 


The one kind of crash and bum we DONT have fo worry about with you.. 


"G'night, Keith." 


